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by in marching order headed by their band. This
notion was, however, soon dispelled by my bearer, who
informed me that this was the festival of Kali (the
bearer was wrong; it was Kali's husband), the goddess
of destruction, and that all the Hindu people had turned
out to make holiday. I immediately sallied forth in the
direction of the noise, and soon found myself amidst a
dense crowd in the principal thoroughfare leading to
the shrine of the deity. During a few minutes I could
not believe my eyes, for I seemed to have been trans-
ported in a moment over more than twenty centuries to
the Athens of Cratinus and Aristophanes. If it had
not been for the colour of the faces around, I should
have believed myself to be on the main road to Eleusis
in the full tide of one of the Dionysiac festivals. The
spirit of the scene was the same, and at each step some
well-known feature reminded one irresistibly that the
Bacchic orgies spring from the mysterious fanaticism of
the Far East It was no unfounded tradition that
pictured Dionysus returning from conquered India,
leopards and tigers chained to his triumphal car,
escorted from the Hyphasis to the Asopus by bands of
votaries dancing in fantastic measure to the clang of
cymbals. It was no chance resemblance this, between
a Hindu rite of the middle of the nineteenth century
and those wild revels that stream along many a Grecian
bas-relief and wind round many an ancient Italian vase ;
for every detail portrayed in these marvellous works of
art was faithfully represented here. If one of the life-
like black figures in the Etruscan chamber of the British
Museum could have walked down off the background of
red pottery into the midst of the road leading to Kali
Ghat, he would not have attracted the notice of the
closest observer. Every half-minute poured by a troop